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Mad and fanatical as he may be, the Sadhu never
altogether loses that fraction of human shrewdness
which enables him to understand how his own
interests may best be served,
A faint shadow of tradition lingers round that
haunt of holy men in Triplicane. It is provokingly
bare of detail. In the old days an ancient man
of extreme sanctity, with long hair, ash-smeared
body and begging-bowl occupied the corner* An
Englishman in the service of the Company had
occasion to ride past him every morning on his
way to office* For some reason known only to
the horse the animal shied at the old man, to the
discomfort and annoyance of his rider. The
Englishman was at first irritated with his horse.
Finding correction of no use he transferred his
anger from the animal to the man. He ordered
him to move. No notice was taken of the com-
mand* The Englishman's wrath increased and he
called the SanySsi an idle beggar and a vagabond.
Magicians of all ages have had the reputation
of being short in the temper. The old man was
roused at last* He stood up and levelled curses at
him continuously as long as he remained in sight
The Englishman rode away breathing out threaten-
ings of flogging and jail. Tradition is apt to be